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victorious for a second time over the vast forces of the
European coalition, appeared to have given birth to
conquerors before whose genius all bygone glory grew
pale and doubtful.

And already, amid the constellation of command
which the seven years' aggression of Europe against
France had called forth from the great Revolution, one
name shone with surpassing lustre. Beyond the Alps,
amid scenes whose names seemed to concentrate and
combine the traditions of Roman dominion with the
most desperate straggles of medieval history, there had
arisen a leader in the first flush of youthful manhood,
before whom courage had been unavailing, discipline
had become a reed, numbers had been brought to ruin,
combination had been scattered, the strength of fortress
had been pulled down, until the great empire whose
name had been accepted as the symbol of military power
in Europe, and whose history went back through one
thousand years of martial glory, lay prostrate and
vanquished at his feet.